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The stafi is snapped, the sandal frayed,

The flint-stone galls and blisters,
Our brother's steps we cannot aid,

Ah, me! nor aid our sister's ;
The pit prepares its hidden snares,

The rock prepared to cleave is,
We cry, in falling unawares,

* Are longa, wta brews.'

0 Wisdom, which we sought to win !

0 Strength, in which we trusted!
0 Glory, which we gloried in !

O puppets we adjusted !
On barren land our seed is sand,

And torn the web we weave is,
The bruised reed hath pierced the hand,

' Ars Ionga9 vita IrevisS

We, too, * Job's comforters' have met,

With steps, like ours, unsteady,
They could not help themselves, and yet

To judge us they were ready;
Life's path is trod at last, and God

More ready to reprieve is,
They know, who rest beneath the sod,

c Mors gratum,
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Prologue

OF borrowed plumes I take the sin,

My extracts will apply
To some few silly songs which in

These pages scattered lie.